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young pilots are ready to defend with their
lives.

"You'd better come in!5' calls Martin from
the study window. Reluctantly I pick up my
papers and go, for the August sunshine is
pleasant, and I have only been in the garden for
half an hour.

Through the open french windows of the draw-
ing-room come distant explosive sounds which
might equally well be gunfire or traffic along
Chelsea Embankment. The rest of the house-
hold has already assembled in the front half
of the coal cellar which has become our air-
raid shelter. Is it necessary to join them, we
wonder? Work is urgent, and there is no
sound of aeroplanes overhead. We pull the
sofa away from the window, and sitting down
side by side continue to write. Shall I be
able, I wonder, to finish my article, knowing
that bombs may drop at any moment? Or
shall I share the disabilities of my young tem-
porary cook, who finds it "so difficult to con-
centrate" on lunch or dinner when the sirens
go?

Looking up, I see the few passers-by quietly
walking into the air-raid shelter beneath
the Embankment Gardens. The buses, in
accordance with their usual practice of stop-
ping for passengers who wish to take cover
and then continuing their journey, go quietly